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Single to Spain
PARIS seemed incredibly grey. A drizzle of rain
sent the honest bourgeoisie hurrying home, leav-
ing the streets empty, Never before had the Metro
seemed so full of stale garlic and cheap perfume.
My train was timed to leave at twelve-thirty, so with
two hours in hand I sought for food, In a restaurant
within a few minutes' walk of the Quai d'Orsay soup,
omelette and steak gave Paris a kindlier look. My
fellow-diners were typical office workers taking a coffee
or liqueur, A man seated with his wife at the next
table made the usual pleasantries:
"Monsieur is on holiday?"
A haversack and tweeds suggested this.
"You are going far? To Spain!"
For almost an hour my Mead gave me his views
on the civil war. For him, the present conflict was a
dear issue between the Catholic Church and Free-
masonry, The discussion left Madrid and Burgos for